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	1. (PCF) Under Tales (PST)

**Under Tales  
><strong>**#999 - Under Tales**

* * *

><p>"Deary, what are you doing, up in the middle of the night?" she asked. Her three arms clutched to her waist, while another hand scratched her head in confusion, the last remaining hand rubbed her chin. "Is it more work? I mean, being the ambassador for the monsters must be a rough job, but to be working this late...!" Blushing, she sighed dreamily at her husband. "Why, aren't you just so hardworking~?"<p>

Smiling, the man turned his head to her and shook his head. "...not that."

"Oh?" Muffet licked her lips. She loved his voice- he rarely ever spoke to anyone, usually doing simple movements like a shrug or a nod, or even just pointing and letting people figure things out. But when he spoke, his voice is just so... calming... and, in accordance to his current age, quite sexy too. At least, that's what she herself thought.

Sliding his wheeled swivel chair back, Frisk let his spider wife register the view of a book he had been writing in. "Writing a story."

"Oh ho?" Curiosity rising, Muffet walked over (seductively) to her human husband and leaned over his shoulders, her arms wrapping around his body. "Hmm, what's this now... _Under Tales?_" she asked. "That sounds like a series, deary. I'd read that, yes."

Chuckling, he shrugged. "Short stories... of Underground experiences."

Her smile widened. "Wow, so you'll be writing stories that involves us?" she asked. "Aww, that sounds great, deary!" Pecking her husband's forehead, she just barely started humming a tune before she frowned. "...would you be writing about our encounter too?" she asked.

Frisk nervously laughed. "...maybe."

"Ahuhuhuhu... _I don't think you should, deary._" The human gulped nervously as she stared into the depths of his eyes... before laughing. "Just kidding. I think it'd be an interesting take- and little ol' me will get to see what was in your thoughts back then, too!" Giggling, she lightly kissed her husband and walked towards the bed. "Well, deary, I'll be heading off to sleep now. Tomorrow's a busy day for my bakery, yes." She blew her husband a kiss, to which he blushed at and looked away from. "Ahuhuhu... what a cutie as always~ good night, deary! ...come to bed soon~" she said, and with a wink, went under the covers.

She fell asleep soon.

...well, actually, in seconds. It was surprising how fast she fell asleep.

After a few more minutes of writing, Frisk sighed with relief and shut the book. He could continue this later. Getting up, he slowly looked at his sleeping wife- the moonlight reflecting off her face made the scenery really beautiful.

Or actually, his wife herself was really gorgeous.

_and then they derped together all night the end_

Huh? Frisk frowned. What was that?

_a brilliant question indeed_

Okay, forget Frisk, seriously! What was that!? I demand answers right now! Where are my answers!?

Frisk looked up at the ceiling, as if staring at God. He sighed. He's still trapped in this crazy world, isn't he? Oh, what's this? A different notebook he didn't recognize... lying on the floor. He picked it up and held it up to the ceiling.

Oh, there it is! My answers. Thanks, Fris-

_you are holding too many dogs_

Ah, it says I'm ho... huh? Dogs? ...waaaaiiiit...

Suddenly, the dog fazed in from the ceiling (somehow) and landed on Frisk's head. What the- _Toby!_

It woofed and winked to Frisk, then the screen, before jumping onto the desk where the human's short stories had been written in. With another woof, it picked the book up with its jaw (getting slobber all over it), and... ran through the house's walls and probably out of the house. Escaping. With. The book. That Frisk had been working on.

The human frowned. "...not again..." he grimaced.

Oh yeah, there _was_ that time with the Legendary Arti- wait, no! Toby, get back here!

...silence.

...silence.

...silence.

...Frisk shrugged. _Oh well._ He got under the covers and smiled at his wife's sleeping face, patting her head. Then, he turned around and closed his eyes.

...silence.

...and then worried about how he was now put into another crazy story where the fourth wall didn't matter.

...silence.

...silence.

...silence.

...silence.

...silence.

...silence.

...silence.

...and then he fell asleep.

..._hOI!_

* * *

><p><strong>Surely there are some things you guys want to point out as a mistake. Don't worry... they're intentional.<strong>

**Anyways, yes. **FriskXMuffet** is what I'm into. Get over it.**

**...and yeah, this is going to be a crappy story. Get over derp.**

**Huh?**

**TOOBBBYYYYYYY! **_("__hOI!") _**...TEMMIE YOU TOO!**


	2. (NEU) Mommy Goat Toriel

**Under Tales  
><strong>**#001 - Mommy Goat Toriel**

Guest - "Kill yourself"  
>Sorry, pal. I can't kill anyone... I'm sticking with the True Pacifist Mode. Love you too!<p>

Guest - "Terrible KILL YOURSELF"  
>Thanks, pal. And, again, I can't kill anyone. True Pacifist, buddy.<p>

Hoed - "Please no, not another shitty muffet fanfic"  
>Aww, glad to know you loved it. I'm still perplexed by how you missed the part that says "Whenever it can, it will contain FriskXMuffet". Like, buddy, buddy! "Whenever it can". "Short stories". Guess what that means? ...that's right! Not all chapters are around Muffet! Great job, buddy! Your prize? Another chapter. Here you go.<p>

* * *

><p>"<em>...hello. This is Toriel.<em>" The boy sighed with relief. The phone worked. Well, of course the phone worked, but he had been somewhat worried... about whether some sort of twist would happen and cause the phone to be dead. Okay, good. At least, this place wasn't _that_ crazy.

"H-hello..." he whispered nervously. "...hi?"

Yeah, now that he thought about it carefully, why _did_ he call her anyways? She just left the room a few seconds ago, telling him to stay in that super long room.

He heard the female goat (she was a goat... right?) chuckle through the cell phone. "_Oh, okay. Hello! Was that good enough for you?_" she asked, seemingly happy.

What she was happy about, he couldn't tell, but... he felt a bit more relaxed, somehow. "...y-yes." Frisk smiled. Why, that was good.

Some more chuckling. "_Well, my child, I need to go soon. I am busy preparing... things. Make sure you stay in that room, okay?_" she asked.

He nodded, before realizing she wouldn't know if he nodded anyways. Feeling silly, Frisk hoped no one saw it. "...bye, Mom."

Wait, did he just- Frisk paled. _Wait, that was a mistake! No, go back in time... oh God._

A beat of silence passed while he winced, waiting for a response.

"_...h-huh? Did you just call me... Mom?_" Toriel asked from the other side of the phone.

"...sorry."

Another beat of silence. Frisk gulped. Was she freaked out by him?

...well, to be fair, he couldn't help but think of Toriel as a mother. I mean, she was so kind... especially saving him from Flowey the Flower and his... pure-evil, malicious grin. She even guided him through the Ruins, and navigated that puzzle filled with spikes! Heck, she's a great mother with experience, he could tell. Then he went and call her his mother... boy, that was embarrassing.

But then, she laughed. He raised an eyebrow- why was she laughing at being called a mother by some stranger _human_ that she had just met!? "_No, no, it's fine! You can call me Mom!_"she said between laughing and wheezing for air. "_And from now on... I could call you 'son' then!_" She said happily, and started humming a tune while thinking about something else.

He blushed a bit. Was this supposed to be a good thing...?

"_And then, we could probably do fun stuff together..._" she said, rambling onto stuff about things a fun family would do. "_...and oh, oh! I know! I'd even tell you a chemistry joke, maybe! Even though I probably wouldn't get a reaction._"

Silence. Then... she howled with laughter at her own joke.

Frisk sweat-dropped. _Was I supposed to laugh too...?_ he wondered.

After letting his new mothe- I mean, after letting Toriel enjoy her laughing session, as the goat calmed down, he smiled. "Umm... nice joke..." he encouraged, not sure what else he could say.

He heard Toriel sighing with joy. (However that sounded like.) "_Thank you, my child. Now, be patient and don't move around. I'll finish preparing, uh... things, soon, and will be there to guide you through the rest of the area. Stay safe, my child._"

Click. And there she goes...

Frisk sighed. That turned out quite a lot better than he expected, but it was embarrassing as heck. Hopefully, he wouldn't make any slip-ups like that anymore.

Ah... a frog thing nearby. He stared at the Froggit.

"...ribbit ribbit? (...goat mommy, huh?)" it croaked.

Frisk's face turned red and he stormed past the goat, heading onto the next area.

This was definitely not something he could forget.

* * *

><p><strong>I just... really... really see Toriel as a mother.<strong>

**Hey, in fact, I need a Toriel! asdfghjkl;'**


	3. (GENO) Miniature Death

**Under Tales  
><strong>**#002 - Miniature Death**

_Guest - "Ew"_  
>Ew, yeah, I know, right? Your face is <em>hideous<em>.

_Randomguy_png - "Wow, people are really terrible at basic respect._  
><span><em>I like the stories so far and i'd love for you to keep them up :] Stay determined!<em>  
><span><em>(also, MufFrisk is top tier )"<em>  
>Oh lookie, at least we have some respectful people. Thanks, buddy!<p>

Man, I've only posted two chapters so far and I've already witnessed just how horrible the Undertale fandom is. At least _some_ of us are actually respectful. Psh. This fandom is doomed. Anyways, to clear this up for the dumb parts of the fandom, _THIS FIC CONTAINS FRISKxMUFFET... **BUT WILL NOT BE MAINLY-THEMED ON FRISKxMUFFET**_. Basically, as this is a collection of _**ONESHOTS**_, I will write random stories based on _**THE GAME**_, and _**NOT BASED ON FRISKxMUFFET**_. God, the nerve of you numbskulls.

* * *

><p>"Ribbit, ribbit! <em>(Human, we beg you, stop!)<em>" several Froggit croaked as they hopped around in a panic, trying to dodge the blade of a bloodstained knife that Frisk had been carrying. His red eyes glowed with pure malicious intent, the boy giggling. One Froggit frowned when it accidentally jumped into the wrong direction and ended at a corner of the room. It turned around- the human was staring right down at it.

"Why don't you... c-c-" As Frisk's shirt seemed to faze into a different green shirt like some sort of glitch, his grip on the knife never got weaker. "-c-calm down, little frog?"

Shivering, the Froggit raised a finger. "R-ribbit... _(Mercy... please...?)_"

Nearby, an ant-sized Froggit sat in its hole, head peeking out. It cringed and covered its head as blood splattered outside its home's entrance. After a moment of silence, it heard nothing happening and slowly peeked out again. Blood was everywhere, which shouldn't have happen since its fellow monsters should've turned to dust right away after being killed.

_Unless...!_ It cringed again and felt something rushing up its throat, covering its huge mouth. Trying to dismiss the thought of cruel torture being used on its fellow monsters, the ant-sized Froggit gulped as it weakly hopped out of the hole.

"Hiya, small frog!" Frisk greeted from a blind spot that the Froggit couldn't see- clinging on the wall above the super small hole.

Shrieking, the ant-sized monster started hopping away with mad fear- and instantly regretted not jumping back into its hole instead.

It hurriedly looked back for a glimpse of the huma... no, the _real monster_.

**Oh lord the psychopath was right in front of-**

* * *

><p><strong>I tried seeing if the small Froggit was still there after killing everything before Toriel. <strong>**It was.**

**...but come on now, I doubt we'd have let it live anyways, if it could've been encountered. -3-**


End file.
